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Had the doctor attempted to moralise, attempted
to make use of anaemic sentimentalism, or tried to
over-persuade him, Saunders would have remained in
England and probably gone to the dogs. But the
doctor understood character pretty well. It was his
method to make sure of it before he took tempera-
tures or thumped patients on the back. He made
allowances for temperament, and, most especially, for
the artistic temperament.

Saunders knew this and appreciated it in a dull
kind of way. It was the doctor's tact and foresight
that made him yield at last.

" I'll go," he said, moodily. " Fll go to Austria;

somewhere off the beaten track; somewhere where I
can see mountains, climb them^ and find vast spaces.^

When Saunders left London, bound for Harwich,
he took no notice of his travelling companions. He
handed a book of green tickets to a young man in a
frock-coat.  The young man solemnly tore out a
ticket, and returned the book with a bow. Saunders
slipped it absent-mindedly into his pocket and stared
out of the window to see the last glow of sunset race
away from the thundering train. A child, with a
deposit of bun round its mouth, was asking all man-
ner of questions.  " What's ' light articles 3 ? ;?
" Why caa't we go all the way like this ? ?? " Will
that gentleman over there eat me ? " But Saunders
was oblivious. He was angrily groping among his
fallen ^ods.